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at a garment. c That,' he thought, ' is my " obedient
humble " and her needle.' He entered the shop below, a
hair-dresser's, containing a dirty basin below a dusty-
mirror, suspicious towels, bottles, and two dingy chairs.
In his shirt-sleeves, astride one of them, reading The
D-rily Mail, sat a shadowy fellow with pale hollow cheeks,
twisted moustache, lank hair, and the eyes, at once knowing
and tragic, of a philosopher.
" Hair cut, sir ? "
Michael shook his head.
" Do Mr. and Mrs. Bergfeld live here f "
" Up-stairs, top floor."
" How do I get up ? "
" Through there."
Passing through a curtained aperture, Michael found
a stairway, and at its top, stood, hesitating. His con-
science was echoing Fleur's comment on Anna Bergfeld's
letter : " Yes, I dare say ; but what's the good ? " when
the door was opened, and it seemed to him almost as if
a corpse wrere standing there, with a face as though
some one had come knocking on its grave, so eager and so
white.
" Mrs. Bergfeld ? My name's Mont. You wrote to
me."
The woman trembled so, that Michael thought she was
going to faint.
" Will you excuse me, sir, that I sit down ? " And she
dropped on to the end of the bed. The room was spotless,
but, besides the bed, held only a small deal washstand, a
pot of geranium, a tin trunk with a pair of trousers folded
on it, a woman's hat on a peg, and a chair in the window
covered with her sewing.
The woman stood up again. She seemed not more than
thirty, thin but prettily formed ; and her oval face, with-